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School's grey caramel blocks, when the sun shines, crimson when it's in a horror movie, which it isn't. It's in 
the mind's eye movie, in the eye of the beholder who watches pixels on a plasma thirty years later or so the 


narrator tells you. 


Smith lived nearby and he had this to say: 
"Bloody kids." 


And David went there years prior and heard him say it, some things never change. Some do, like the color of 
one's hair over decades, like the acorn growing into an oak tree in someone's back yard. In one such tree but 


nowhere urban, two names were inscribed. 


Dot. Jon: 


"Ah, young love," commented Smith while walking his dog. Younger kids loved that k9. Older ones taunted it. 
"What happened?" 
"Rebellion of youth." 


Jon was trying; "rebellion of youth." 
Jon was flunking; "rebellion of youth." 
Jon was tutting; "rebellion of youth." 
Jon was breathing; "rebellion of youth." 


Pick folders out of a beat up locker, second hand nobodies and these will help you get your dream job: 


"Really, like | don't wanna be a historian and take a paint brush to old bones of a tyrannosaurus." 


"Rebellion of youth, don't care for ways of the world, past and evolution," Smith shook his head. Who is this 
irrelevant man, you ask? Nobody seemingly. Nobody with a grim outlook on the world: 


"I'd like to think I'm an optimist. Eternal, internal," Jon scratched his chin, how did the saying go.. Yearly report 
stated he was lazy. Two paragraphs later had it clear as day he had drive and ambition Contradictions 


everywhere. 


They borrowed a rusty truck, letters, numbers falling off, David snapped his fingers: 

"Pass it." 

"Huh?" Jon scowled. 

"The hammer." 

Nailed it back on. Nailed the traffic, missed the rush hour. Party was only just beginning, they stopped a mile 


before and walked: 


"Embarrassment of an auto mobile." 

A sparkly ford whizzed past, suction blew Jon's hat off and away. Had to climb a muddy bank, got it off a 
branch, slipped, landed on his side: 

"Great." 

"Come on, noone's gonna care." 

"You think?" 

"Yeah, you got that.. thing going on," David winked, Jon perked up. Was wiping his trousers clean, same ford 
came rolling by, wait, wrong direction. Driver was different. David and Jon trotted down to the beach. Three of 
the same make over took them, seemed fashionable. Or whatever scraps folks fed their kids: 

It's not feeding when noone's eating." 


"Ah no. They be lapping it up." 
There was freshmen with umbrellas, looking lost: 


"Punch is this way," said David, was the punch line missed, besides they had a plastic cup of the watered down 


shit already. Drizzle, tables weighed down by bricks, they made their way towards the crowd and Jon asked: 


"So, who's performing?" 
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Whoever they were, blasted Janis Joplin covers, God bless that woman. They were doing what they'd heard her 
perform. They had a tardy lead singer, she was pretty though, held people's attention Screeched and blamed it 


on the weather: 


"Yeah, sure," said Jon when Miss Popular got off. 
"No. Sincerely." 
"Don't be sincere." 


"Ah, Jon, dude, chill a bit," David poured poison into a glass and they let their hair down, frizzed. 


"| don't know," David took the cigar offered to him and passed it on, Jon accepted, took a drag, coughed, 
“there's nothing new. Everyone's a copy of each other." 

They crouched at the side, near the front, four of them and Miss Popular. And they were inhaling stolen 
smoke and getting nauseous off it: 

"Makes your head spin," Jon shuddered. 

"You get me! You get me.." David cheered, then sighed, "no. You don't get me," and Jon retched. 

"| do too. Stuff aint what it once was, but we gotta move with the times." 


Hear, hear! 
"Create our own thing." 


Amen, brother. 


"How does this work? | mean, say I've.. We got a song and it wasn't done by someone else before." Jon inquired. 
"What do you mean?" 

"| mean we wrote it. We. Me. And David" 

"Oh," Miss Popular shrugged, "| suppose you go up and tell em." 

"Who's em?" David's laugh was a drunken hiss, he swayed and fell against Jon, "you smell funny," so do you. 
"Em," she pointed at a mass of people, Jon rubbed his eyes, she went on, "you tell em.. You tell em you got 
your own. But you think you're gonna get accepted when they haven't even heard your piece? You can think 
again Its why we did Piece Of My Heart, everybody knows that:" 

"Do they?" David cracked, Jon smirked, she didn't get the joke. 

"Everybody with a tv set and a healthy brain, yes." 


"| don't want." 
"Doesn't matter what you want, you asked how it works and | told you. Wanna do your own stuff, go to New 


York and audition. Unfair? Life is too. New York or wait for a scout.” 


But they weren't taking the pop route or the classical. One had to agree David was nifty with keys and Jon 
vowed next time he'd bring and play acoustic, didn't require a pedestal or permission, she leaned in: 


"You say you don't need a stage but you love a bit of attention, don't you, boy." 
Ay, girl. 


"You're all ego and a pretty face but have you actually got any talent?" 
"Wait and see," nodded Jon. 

"And hear," nodded David. 

"Clown" 

"What's the female.." 

"Clownette?" 


"Nice seeing you guys," was how she excused herself. 


"Nice; that's so phoney and vague," Jon commented. 

"She's so phoney and vague. Em," David snickered. 

"Em. Em. Em" 

"Em. 

"Isn't that like.. A shortened version of Emily? Maybe she meant Emily.” 


Did she? Didn't she? Who was she anyway? Is she gonna be mentioned again? 
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The basement, wasn't much of a one. Two campers on cement floor were burning wax, warming marshmallows 
or some such. Jon was woeful, David listened. Made em begin to wonder if optimism was really what Jon was 


about. Made em call him a dreamer. Good old em: 


"You're more up to date with.. these.. people," was careful not to box them, label them, Jon felt boxed and 
labelled himself. You know, the popular ones, teens with power issues, they stomp down corridors and out, old 


men sit and ogle from afar. 
Smith was constantly keeping an eye out for pedophiles like this, well, mister, aren't you a Samaritan? 


"Hmm?" 
"You know.. They talk to you," Jon blinked nervously. 
"Something in your eye?" 


"Yeah," Jon rubbed, "ah. But they do talk to you So | thought you might have some leads." 


Yes, David was an agent, a detective and he was there with a magnifying glass and a trumpet, stood by the 
wall looking outcast, downcast till the cast was chosen for this orchestra. And rest of them stood in a crowd 
in the center, conversed cheerfully, not sparing him a second thought. Just the first: 

pay him, he'll teach me. 


‘Cause not like anyone or anything else was useful, had to impress your daddy, ok, he'll not shout at you for 
being a failure then Wanted you in Harvard. Straight As. So you copied nerds. Found a geek for each subject, 
milked it, yeah. 


So David was one of them who got paid. Dollars for his dreams. Three hours after school. Every Wednesday. 
The basement night was a Wednesday: 

"I know | said | didn't wanna but | was thinkin’ maybe we should sign up." 

"We?" 

"Yeah, you and me." 

"Woah, woah, woah, hold on a sec" 


"What for?" 


Sizzle. Oops. David licked sugar off his fingers, Jon shook his head: 


"Y'know. Sign up and do, | don't know, Zeppelin, | know | said | wanted originality but.” 


Word of mouth. Spreads fast and not like they didn't know of Jon to begin with. Saw, avoided, saw, crushed, 


saw, avoided, saw, crushed and he didn't talk much. 


Pitch. Sweaty sixteen year olds were chasing a ball, forgetting rules, rolling about, brawling. Jon crawled three 
feet, was tearing at grass. Tearing at ripped carpet spilling his heart to David, kicked the box: 

"Ancient piece of." rice wasn't boiling fast enough. 

"Ok. Sure," David finally agreed. Was out of his comfort zone but meant a lot to Jon, he was off to approach 


the cheerleader stereotype. Had all the links, like Miss Popular had informed. 
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When you go home and they ask you: "so how did it go?" and you can honestly say you had a ball. This was 
one of them times. But when Jon got home and fell inside, noone asked him how it had gone, told him to go to 
bed, sober up and he forgot he'd had a ball. 


Sun was scalding hot the next day and Jon had no time to think, left to assist neighbors and they had a yard 
sale, selling comics and autographs of famous ones. Jon acted the cop and caught underage thieves, browsed 
the signatures: 

"Noone important." 

"How is the Pope not important?" 

"What's he doing autographs for?" 

"He's the Pope." 

"Ok" 


Lunch time Jon sold lemonade. Wasn't a happy bunny, weren't like they were raising funds for charities: 
"Mom..." 

"Not now, Jonny." 

"Mom?" 

"Come back later, Jonny.” 

"Mom!" 

‘I'm busy now, can't you see, Jonny?" 

"| need a ride." 

"Where To?" 

"Mom, it's a girl.. Mom." 


Had that old bike, she told him to take a hike on that ‘cause noone was available. 


"lll walk" 

"Ten miles?" 

"| want, | get." 

"Best of luck." 

He took a hike but went inside first, cold bath, ice cold and since that expression came to mind, he 
contemplated adding cubes. Sucked on one, rummaged under his bed for a shirt, plain black one had ketchup 
stains on it: 


"Laundry, son" 


"Haven't got time." 
"Laundry, son!" 
"Time." 

"Laundry!" 

"Time." 

"Laundry" 

"Ok." 


Set out quarter to and ended up hitch hiking. Randommer picked him: 
"Can't you go any faster?" 

"You wanna drive?" 

"Happily." 

"Wasn't an invitation" 

Swirled to the side, kicked Jon out. 

"God bless." 

Drove away. 


"Fuck you.” 


Another stopped for him: 

"Can't you drive any faster?" 

"Look in the mirror." 

Police. 

"Oh yeah. Never mind." 

Flashing lights crossed them, sped off. 
"Can't you drive any faster?" 


Dot didn't take no shit but appeared to her shit was given. Jon was an hour late and she was leaving. And this 


was early days and she thought it was rude, stalked off, observed him from afar. He stomped up and down, 


back and forth, wearing out the pavement, was at it good twenty minutes, then someone shouted: 


"Clear off" 


He cleared the shithole out of his unwanted presence. He hoped he and Dot would get to talk again after, in 


pleasant ways. Ways were bound to be unpleasant at first, this is the way of ways often. Was advised later, 


future reference: 


"Should have called her and told her you were running late," was running on empty, not late. Jon ran again, 


crash at a friend's perhaps but not David's, David was out of town. 


This was a Wednesday too. A lot of shit went down for everyone involved on Wednesdays, right? 
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Shit storm was about to occur and a real one, tree houses got ruined as did Jon's sanctuary, Dot was harsh 
and untalkative but he said sorry many times, rain changed direction, was painful and cold on the face. He cried 
miserably but not like a sissy: 

"If you have to cry, cry like a man," said John B. Senior. Mr B. was a big philosopher, words of wisdom that 
sometimes went over the heads of his children ‘cause of the age gap. 


He was also a very practical person: 
‘Set yourself targets and aim for them, make sure they're not too fantastical or you'll be left high and dry. 
And crying. Hopefully like a man" 


Jon was setting aims to not participate in lame yard sales but didn't quite work out the way his father said it 
would, not like the ideas were unachievable. To a teen. |. Don't go. 2. Stop going. 3. Forget you went in the first 


place. 


"Ill get a job," Jon tried a different tactic. And he did, made him encounter Dot again. Clocked off, stood outside 
the mall, unhooking his bike, she tapped him on the shoulder and he squeaked, she found it funny and it 
lessened her anger but not much: 

"You're such a." 

"Such a what?" 


Dickhead. Douche. Nincompoop. But she never used those words and neither did he. Especially not the third one. 


"I try not to be, honest to God" 
"Shut up and listen" 

"Ok" 

Wind picked up. 

"So. I'm listening.” 

"I forgot what | was going to say." 
"Damn." 

"Is because you're so annoying.” 
| try not to be, honest to..” 
"Shut up." 

His glam set of wheels fell over. Or he liked to think it was glam. 
"Next time you stand me up." 


"| won't." 


He didn't but the weather made it difficult to communicate. 


Besides, she was necking this other guy, he was on friendly terms with Jon too: 
"Girl troubles, kid?" 

"How did you know?" 

Senior rolled his eyes. 

"Buy her some flowers." 

"l'm poor." 

"Oh yeah. So get her some flowers." 

"l'm poor." 

Get. Get it? No. Senior pointed: 

"Roses, son. Free." 

Jon went in the garden and acquired some. Was out there five minutes max, got drenched What you wearing 


sunglasses for? 


Anyway, he wasn't sure what to do so he dropped them off at Dot's house, attached a note. Then dashed back 
and removed it, thinking Bobby, the necking dude, wouldn't like that if he knew: 

"Did that sweeten her up then?" asked Senior. 

"Umm. No." 

Frownfest. 


"What kind of woman's this?" 


David was in tears. 

"What you leave the shrubs there for?" 

"Roses." 

"Yeah, yeah. She probably thinks they're from the boyfriend” 


"| know." 


Dot came over after breakfast one day and the sky had cleared, took off her boots and walked barefoot on 
grass, everything was fresh and sparkled in dew, including the rose bush: 


"God, this boy." 


"Hey, you," she smiled 
"Hey, you." 

"Wanna go for a walk?" 
"What will we talk about?" 
"History?" 

"Ok." 
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Some sort of history was mentioned: 

"You think they have one where you get to learn about how rock evolved?" Jon was wondering about courses 
after graduation, if he ever managed to. Wasn't his primary aspiration, current climate had him believe it a 
back up. Dot laughed: 

"Rock's not been around that long." 

"Long enough." 


"No, | don't think they do.. Have a course.. Covering that" 


There went the second choice. Jon fidgeted with something in his pocket, spare button for his coat supposedly. 
But his coat didn't have buttons: 

"What the fuck?" 

"Huh?" she took a step back 

"No. Nothing. Just thinking." 


He was good at that, pondering. Solution was bound to hit soon. 


"| mean. We can research." 

"Yeah," but he didn't feel an urge to rush off and delve into it straight away. Preferred to just listen to her, 
look at her, she was suggesting library, pamphlets, leaflets, essays on how this genre came to be: 

"Educate yourself. Push yourself. What do you want to be?" 

"A rockstar." 

She spluttered. 

He shifted. 

She squinted. Jon removed his shades: 

"Here." 


Little day walker. 


"Three pieces going, working on the fourth. I've got a." he stopped mid sentence. 
"What have you got?" 
‘lm playing at Sandy Hook next week." 


She spluttered. 
He shifted. 
Couldn't tell if she squinted Sandy Hook was full of jocks and blonde clichés, everybody half expected all young 


women to be like it, carefree, submissive. Jon grinned: 
"I'd like you to." 

"What?" 

"Be there." 

"Got plans." 

"Oh." 


"Dorotheal" came someone's groggy voice, sound of a motor, Jon turned, Dot did too: 
"Huh. Got to go, ride's here." 
"Ok" 


That went well. Not. David cleaned random dust off his spectacles: 

‘Ive got to tell them by tomorrow morning.” 

| don't know. | can do a whole set of songs." 

“This is tiring.” 

"Sorry" 

Deafening silence and this phrase is ironic and overused. 

"No, don't be. Listen, just put down you're gonna do Stairway To Heaven or something. Then.. When you're up 
there.. Do whatever. Not like they can.. Throw you off. | mean, they can. But not while you're.. You know.. Ok, 
you're not listening.. That's fine, totally fine." 

"Up there.." Jon mused. 


Well, that ‘up there’ was such a low up, it might as well be down. 
"Anyway, how are you gonna get there?" 

"Ugh." 

"You've gotta plan ahead, Jon," David punched Jon playfully. 
"What can | say." 

"Not much." 

"You interrupted me, let me finish." 

“Alright, since it's you." 


"What can | say. l'm impulsive." 
Once more David arranged they'd use that old banger as transport. 


"Really need to upgrade." 

"Gets us from point a to b" 

David turned the key. Truck made a huffing noise, then fell quiet. 
"Great" 


The two were a powerhouse, always providing encouragement when the other was down and motivation. This 
was how things were back then, changed when Sambora came in all mouth and cockiness but that's not for this 


story or at least it doesn't look like its going to be, who knows though. 


"Hop on," Jon got on the Glam, David did so reluctantly. Audience was estimated around a hundred spectators 


and to Jon that was the whole world. When compared to tuning strings in front of his family. 


A hundred youngsters and passers by. Was Smith there? Did anyone care if he was? He wasn't, by the way. 
He preferred Point Pleasant. Jon did too, he had visions of taking Dot out there; smitten soul he was. 
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"You don't know what you're doing, do ya?" 
"No. I'm learning," Jon replied, was by the amp. Instrument sounded off. Volume was already fixed, loud and 


audience flinched, then returned to their interrupted conversations, Jon looked around: 


"How do l..?" 

"You don't. Should have done it at home," snapped Martin, he was the technician and his blood pressure was 
high, he won't be mentioned again after this scene, his spawn will. 
‘Its not my guitar." 

‘Its not my problem." 

"You're cruel." 

"And you're weird, get the fuck up there already." 

"Relax," David chipped in. 

"Who the hell are you” 

"Hi, I'm Dave." 

"You're not supposed to be here!" 


But he was, so what you gonna do tough guy? Didn't do nothing, focused back on Jon: 


"One man bands don't do well here." 


"Ok 


Jon did end up doing Stairway To Heaven after all. Got him in a spot of bother evening time. Skinny bird of 
thirteen winters showed a lot of interest in David. ‘Skinny bird! stemmed from: 

"lim Bird." 

"You're really skinny.. looking." 

"You sure know how to flirt" 

"| wasn't... flirting.” 

And she was luring David while her boyfriend and his posse chased Jon 

"I think you're sexy," she giggled. 

"And | think you're too young." 


Jon was in line of sight and then he wasn't, they were bringing him down, David was fixated on the bait and 
this is a dramatization, he didn't even like her. 
| have beer." 


"l'm driving." 


"Liar," she smiled 

"Stalker." 

She made him drink one with her, wit and stupidity unfolded simultaneously. He was amused by her, she bit 
down hard and pretended to be content and secretly hated his guts: 

"| like the sunset." 

"| like the sunrise." 

Ruined come on after come on, this one smartass chap. 

"You've got beautiful eyes." 

"Can't see yours. Too dark." 


"You're impossible." 


Midnight was nigh and the crowds were drifting, Jon was limping towards David. 

"Fuck?" 

"Fuck." 

"| guess they didn’t like Zeppelin," Jon nursed his lip, killed to talk. No, they loved Zeppelin. They hated you. Was 
only a minority but Jon's ego took a dent: 

"Let's go." 

"Who? Where? | mean who did this to you?" 


"Noone." 


Martin's illiterate son and his friends. They were in a gang, were bigging themselves up, as a rule they only 
beat up rejects and played havoc with people's faces. Jon wasn't a reject but still they'd played havoc: 

"I can't find my keys," Jon mumbled, his hands shook. David had him sit down: 

"IFs ok," it wasn't though, "we'll get a ride, | think Bobby's still around.” 

"Bobby?" 

"Yes, you know, five f." 


"| know, | know." 
David took a peek, Jon's tone had changed and so had his expression. 


"Hurts To smile." 

"You're so done if he finds out," David smirked. 
"Finds out what?" 

"That you've got the hots for his girl” 

"That obvious, huh." 

"Anyway, | don't think she's here." 

"Ugh." 


They found Bobby boarding his polara, leaked prehistoric. 
‘Sorry, we're full." Bobby trailed off, "no, we're not. Jesus, the state of you, Jonny. Guys, move up, guys." 


Guys moved up and murmured. Bobby hushed them: 


"Shut up now, you all, not like you ain't ever seen a black eye before." 
"| haven't." 


‘Oh, forgot you're from Manhattan and nobody fights there, do they." 
David squeezed in. 


"No more space," someone squealed. 

"Come, Jon, people don't know what initiative is," David pulled Jon inside and on his knee, Jon hit his head on the 
low ceiling. 

"Jesus Christ." 

"Not here." 

"What?" 

"He's not here." 

Jon seemed muddled and Bobby burnt rubber. 


"Don't worry bout the iron," David whispered in Jon's ear, "we'll come get it tomorrow." 
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Journey passed in near silence and Jon fell asleep: 
"Deadweight" 

And then they stopped. Bobby explained: 

"Low on gas. Can drop you off at.." 

"That's cool, we'll walk." 

"You sure? Take you as far as South A." 

"No, really, it's cool," David insisted, "Jon, wake up, hey, Jon?" 
"What?" 

"We're there.. But not." 

"Ok" 


They got out. Jon yawned, then flinched, pain was the unwelcome visitor: 


"The fuck is this?" 

"| don't know," David took in their surroundings. 

"Why did we get off here?" 

"Cause he was heading Manhattan, wasn't he and we're out of his way." 

They moved along slowly and left the road, David rotated sixty degrees east, horizon black as ever: 
"Should get home by dawn." 

Joker. 


They lodged at David's and fixed Jon up, phones had buzzed throughout the night but neither family knew 
where they were and technically they should have been grounded if not for Jon's injuries. Weekend went and 
said injuries were fading physically, took a mental toll instead, Jon got laughed at in hallway ‘cause he was 


always vain about his looks and didn't have much going on now, did he. 


School was nearly out and Jon was all for skipping classes, except he craved to see Dot. He was apprehensive 
that she'd tell him: told you so, what did you expect with all them shallow minded testosterone fuelled insert- 
appropriate- swear- words- here about. 

But she didn't: 

"Over here," and he didn't hear her. 


Background noise was irritating. Stood by opposite walls, leaning, facing each other for ten minutes. Couldn't 


cross, stream of students passing between was endless. 


She waved and he returned that gesture, she mouthed his name so he did hers too, frowned in confusion, 


heard her laugh faintly. 


They had pompoms and wore frills and bows, these bleached blondes and they were coming up with a new song. 
Horny middle schoolers leered from across the field, Jon snapped out of a daydream unrelated to cheerleaders 
though Dot thought otherwise, coughed: 

"You like that?" 

"What?" 

" That type." 

"Umm?" 

"Of course you do, why am | even asking." 


"Huh?" 


Go, go, go. 
Support your ho- ho- ho. 
Team. 


Tee Ee Ah Em. 


"Chant sucks," stated Dot, "support your hoe, | mean, oh my God." 

Grr. 

Jon snickered. But she was mad. 

"| don't see the funny side." 

"IFs stupid. Stupid's generally funny?" 

"But." his arm had gone around her and how did that feel, didn't feel electric and she didn't put pink glasses on 
or melt or go weak in the knees if that's what you're thinking, "you're hard to work out." 

"You like that?" his voice dropped an octave or two. 


"What?" 


" That type. My type." 
"Idiot." 
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"Today | wanna talk. Yesterday | didn't. Get it?" 

Bobby didn't. Didn't get it. 

"Some days l'm overly talkative. Some days | can't stand people. Nothing personal. Understand?" 
Bobby didn't. Didn't understand it. 


He had that annoying trait of being too self centered, he span it. Right back on her: 
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," she finally snapped, "here, | can't be talking to you anymore and you're going away anyway." 


Parting words were brief, lasted seconds, mouth to mouth, wave, done, gone. 


Was relief that she felt and though she liked Jon, it is often so that you reminisce for some time for all the 
days, weeks, months you invested. Depending, you'd either say was a waste or you want it back. People have no 


mid way. Usually. 


She wanted Bobby back. Oh, woe. Minus the clinging. But she forgot that in time. Fact he was high maintenance. 
She forgot the bad bits. That's nearly always the case too. Dream stuff up, forget reality. 


One morning she woke though and forgot to want him back too. She needed something new, something exciting, 
a summer romance like the ones everyone has in romantic comedies when they go abroad and swim in sea 
with a stranger and sun sets: 


"Cheese," said David. 


“Cheese sells," said Jon Another example of people not digging what's real. 


Anyway, it's what Dot was planning. 
Bank was tight, locally would have to do. 


"Time heals all wounds," Smith cringed at grief and what adolescents make of it. 


"Time heals minor stuff," David cringed at his own corniness. 


And since this is about teenage years; break up with some piece of shit during Ith grade, failing an exam but 
being able to resit and similar, when you are misunderstood and immaturity catches up. When you feel ugly 
and stupid, people rub it in and someone says: 


"People, fuck em, what do they know," but to you it's the whole world. 


Most have an impressionable mind, yet to form an opinion on anything other than what clothes they're gonna 


shop for. 


Girls who wrote every other loser's name on their arm examined Dot as they changed for PE. She did not 
have Jon's name anywhere on or near her body. They opened her bag and searched every piece of paper, 


discovered nothing. 


But their words made her think Jon. And romance. And thieves too. Dot thought of fighting them off but there 


were too many and they stole her socks, didn't give an explanation. 
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Delve into mystic; David. Agile. Quick thinker. Always had an answer, not necessarily a cruel one. Was semi 
detached, was what everyone cherished at the start but came to hate, said he didn't care and how could he 
not give a damn. Easy. Why stress: 


"Come decipher my messages." 


He was part of Atlantic City, wasn't into countless sets of eyes on him, Jon was and they'd all pretty much 
figured it by now. Pansies from Sandy Hook were shitting it and for real. 


Senior crossed the threshold of Jon's den: 
"In here, son." 

"Yes." 

"Wallpaper, son" 

"Yes?" 


Spots of genius were taken notice of. Sentences strung across as if thoughts couldn't keep up, all were a 
pretty accurate state, description of society. Lots of aspiring musicians made their bedroom a notepad but 
this piece is not about them. 


Meanwhile, David was into puzzles: 

"Come decipher my messages," he repeated and they saw conundrums next to Jon's ‘they're made of lipstick, 
plastic and paint, and whilst on the topic of fashion, appearance and facial, David scrawled in pencil: noone will 
kiss you, got lips as dry as Sonoran desert: 

"The where?" 

"Is she good at Geography too?" 

"Who?" 

"You know." 

Dot. She was doing well in History, Jon wasn't. History and Geography were somewhat interlinked but wouldn't 
have mattered if they weren't. David was teasing. 


So, whatever. Jon took the hint, erased David's lines: 
"Always lookin’ out for me, aren't ya" 

“Always.” 

Reaction, tongue running over chapped lips. 


"Licking doesn't help." 


"Licking?" 
"Licking." 
"Oh yeah," Jon did it again. 


They had some originals lined up and partook in any event now. Jon was still looking for haters, didn't fancy 
being mashed again: 


"Once was enough, learnt from that experience." 


Learnt how to pull off shades of black and red, blue and bluer. Found out blue really complimented him, wore 
jerseys and girls flirted: 
"They match your eyes," exaggeration. 


David liked orange, they overlooked him, shrugged it off: 
"Wait till | lose these frames," he told Jon. Be a true prince then: 
"They match your eyes." 


"What the.." 
Plainest pair ever, matched nothing. David took them off: 


"Hate it when people lie." 

Jon gaped. 

"Don't you, Jon? Don't you hate it when people lie?" 
‘Isn't that like story telling? You like stories." 


Fiction on David's glasses, good one, Made in US, NU was always buzzing with funky designs, glass blowers 
worshipped each grain of sand, metal was priced at silver value and higher. 


Nonsense. 
David grinned, nonetheless: 
"This ain't a story. This is life," he enjoyed writing, composing random anecdotes and tunes on impulse. Few 


appreciated that. 
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David was always something or other. To do with schedule. Never late. But the morning in mind, he was early 
and it threw him. Daylight wasn't bright enough, people on the platform were too sleepy, looked him up and 
down. Someone held a newspaper: 

"We're going bust, bust | tell you," he freaked out randomly. 

"lm not interested," David replied, stocks and shares, graphs, charts. You win some, you lose some. 

He lost a banknote on the train: 


"You win some, you lose some.” 


Had to skip lunch ‘cause of it and threatened to become cranky, crossed Times Square midday feasting on fast 
food, had visions of gobbling whole pizzas up: 

"Ham and cheese." 

"Hawaiian." 

"It's not," he jumped and Dot waved at him in the reflection and pictures of the stuff. 

"Never looks like that either." 


‘tm hungry.” 


Was rare he ran into anybody he knew up here and that was fine and also funny because noone hardly ran, 
they walked. And so did he. He was hyped about explaining everything he knew about this topping, picked up 
somewhat unimportant facts easily like that. But Dot listened: 

"So, you gonna be staring at it long?" 

As long as he needed. Had an eye on Jonny, didn't she. Wanted to lend Dave some cash, didn't she, ‘cause: 
"Every friend of Jon's a friend of mine," David was cheerful. 

"You're very persuasive.” 

"Gonna pay you back, | swear." 

"Never trust a man to keep his promise." 

"That's low, that's sexist." 


"Like | said, you're very persuasive." 


Dot was getting him food. 
"Way to a man's stomach." 
"Is there a hidden message, Rashbaum?" 


"No. Just sayin.” 


"Anyway, sounds slightly...” 


"Sexist?" 

"Well, no. | was thinking untrue." 
"You're fun to talk to, | like you." 
"You sure you're not hitting on me?" 


"I'm sure." 


Suddenly, she was serious. 
‘lm sorry." 
"Nah, don't be." 


"Most men are assholes." 


He stopped talking and ate. After, compared it to a famine, jokingly. Some wouldn't get that, say it was 
offensive. Tissues were paper thin rags, sleeve sufficed and he got up: 


"Thank you." 


She blinked. 

"Where are you." 

She accompanied him and they strolled in circles till Broadway, around, all the way back because ultimately, she 
couldn't keep away from the topic of Jon: 

‘Ive not really had a chance to talk to him lately. What's he planning to do this summer?" 

"Work?" 


"You sound uncertain" 


Jon scrubbed cotton over the sink: 
"Ruining too many.. vests. Ruining dungarees and suits, sweating too.. profusely. And what for." 
"Dough. 


Undertow was there and intentional. 


2. 
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Jon was hanging synthetics out to dry. Dark promised no rain, made for freshness. There was something that 
inspired awe in the patterns of stars, a thing inside, not cheap Hollywood knock of fs. 


He was going back indoors, heard the phone, hurried to answer: 

"Hello, could | speak to Jon, please?" 

A bit late in the day. 

"Jon speaking." 

"Ooh great, Dorothea here," and with that her confidence lowered. Buzzers tend to throw people ‘cause can't 


see someone's reaction. Especially if they wanna impress. 


"| tried calling before, noone picked up, so | tried again" 

"I only just got home," Jon said. Neither spoke and seconds ticked, satchel was on a string, unravelled, resulted 
in rope burn: 

"Ouch." 

"So | was wondering." 

"Yeah?" 

"Come on, Jon. Help me out here," she laughed 

"How?" 

"Ask me on a date." 


And he did. 


Four times she'd attempted. Jon wondered what the deal here was, someone was always by the set. Jon looked 
in on his brother sleeping. Clock struck one. Great. Jon was wired, awake. Poured juice and stumbled towards his 


room, glass tipped. Liquid stained orange and he was rooted in the doorway. 


Covers were over their heads, fell, Jon saw. Foreplay must have been finished with, Senior's voice trembled: 
"Carol." 


"Shh." 


Senior was a kinky one, legs came around his hips, he moved his own: 
"Don't take all night." 
"Wanna make it last," turned her over. 


"Shh." 
“They're asleep.” 


"Jon's not." 
"You're killing my..” 
"So move." 


Kept it quiet thereafter. As did Jon 
Scuttled, cleaned up, crawled away unnoticed. 
Went back into the lounge and sat down, flicked channels, late night. Horror or porn Choked on the second one. 


Dawn found him curled up in red velvet and on the same couch, hairy legs sticking out, David took a feather to 
his feet: 

"Sleeping beauty,” and it wasn't funny and this whole line isn't. He'd let himself in: 

"How d'you get in?" 

"Through the door?" 

Well dang, forgot to lock. 


"Dave, l'm scarred." 
"Here, have this orange juice. Rejuvenate." 


Jon said no, reinstated his was scarred. 


"What scarred ya? Need stitching?" 

"Eyes need stitching. Ears need cutting off. Memory needs wiping." 
"Here, drink already, what happened?" 

"No. No. No. They were you knowing to it" 

"Who? What? To the juice?" 


"I've lost all interest in sex." 
"Too much information there, my man" 
"Then you don't ever want to hear the rest" 


But he did. 


"Gnarly." 

"Every time I'll see them now.." 
"Won't be that bad." 

And it wasn't. 

In the end. 


"Oh. Nearly forgot" 
"Whats that?" 
"Taking Dot out." 
"Where?" 

"| don't know." 


Smart young man, yeah. And she was smart, smartening up. 


Dot eyed the old vanity and it mirrored she looked ok. She did her hair in braids, then ponytails, curls. Bit and 
yelled in frustration: 

"Everything alright?" 

"Yeah, just freaking out." 

"Oh, well," in a bit then. 


TBC 


